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brook becomes a mad torrent and goes booming and thundering down
towards Kandersteg, lashing and thrashing its way over and among
monster boulders, and hurling chance roots and logs about like straws.
There was no lack of cascades along this route. The path by the side
of the torrent was so narrow that one had to look sharp when he heard
a cow-bellj and hunt for a place that was wide enough to accommodate
a cow and a Christian side by side, and such places were not always
to be had at an instant's notice. The cows wear church-bells, and that
is a good idea in the cows, for where that torrent is you couldn't hear
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an ordinary cow-bell any further than you could hear the ticking
of a watch.

I needed exercise, so I employed my agent in setting stranded logs
and dead trees adrift, and I sat on a boulder arid watched them go
whirling and leaping head oTer heels down the boiling torrent. It
was a wonderfully exhilarating spectacle. When I had had exercise
enough, I made the agent take some, by running a race with one of
those logs. I made a trifle by betting on the log.

After dinner we had a walk up and down the quiet Kandersteg
valley, in the soft gloaming, with the spectacle of the dying lights ol
day playing about the crests and pinnacles of the stiD and solemn